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TRUE  LOVE 


BS.  LIEBMAN  was  in  a  great  hurry.    Her  flushed  face 
|Y|  was  animated  with  an  expectant  smile,  as  she  scurried 

through  the  kitchen,  reaching  here  and  there  and 
bringing  order  out  of  the  chaos  of  pans,  pots  and  other 
utensils  which  under  her  guiding  hand  found  their 
places  on  the  various  shelves,  hooks  and  nails  of  the 
spacious  pantry. 

"So  late,"  she  murmured.  "It  is  now  but  an  hour 
before  sunset,  and  I  am  not  through  yet.  And  Hirshel  is  com- 
ing on  the  six  o  'clock  train. ' ' 

At  this  thought  a  smile  of  satisfaction  and  anticipated  pleas- 
ure spread  over  her  countenance  and  her  eyes  kindled  with  the 
light  of  maternal  affection.  Hirshel  was  her  son,  and  after 
being  away  for  nearly  a  year  studying  in  the  East,  he  was 
coming  home  for  his  annual  vacation.  It  was  Friday  afternoon, 
and  this  event  coupled  with  the  usual  preparations  for  the  com- 
ing Sabbath  made  things  pleasingly  complicated  for  Mrs.  Lieb- 
man. 

When  Hirshel  came,  he  found  everything  the  same:  his 
mother  greeting  him  with  open  arms  and  the  same  good-natured 
smile;  the  table  covered  with  the  same  table-cloth,  which  was 
given  to  his  mother  at  her  wedding  and  which  she  used  only  on 
special  occasions;  the  candles  in  the  same  silver  candle-stick — 
an  antique  relic  handed  down  for  generations — sending  their 
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warm  light  of  welcome.  Even  the  air  about  the  room  was  the 
same,  as  he  always  knew  it.  But  the  scrutinizing  look  of  his 
mother  did  not  find  everything  the  same  in  Hirshel.  True,  he 
has  not  changed  much,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  was  away  from 
her  protecting  wing  and  home-made  food,  but  in  his  eyes  she 
saw  a  hidden  spark,  and  with  the  instinct  of  a  mother  she  per- 
ceived a  secret  concealed  in  her  boy's  heart. 

That  night,  when  the  rest  of  the  family  had  gone  to  bed, 
mother  and  son  still  sat  in  the  dim  candle-light  discussing  the 
events  of  the  past  year  and  laying  plans  for  the  time  to  come. 

"Well,  my  son,"  said  the  happy  mother,  "so  you  are  a 
doctor  now?" 

"No,  mother,  one  more  year  and  I'll  be  a  doctor.  Then  I 
can  go  out  and  practice,  but  not  before. ' ' 

Her  face  beamed  with  pride. 

"Well,"  she  said,  "one  year  is  not  much.  I  have  already 
waited  twenty-five,  and  now  with  God 's  help,  I  can  wait  another 
year.  But  it's  about  time  you  began  to  think  about  yourself. 
You  are  already  a  man  and  you  have  a  good  profession.  Why  not 
settle  down?" 

"What  do  you  mean,  mother?" 

"What  do  I  mean?  I  mean  that  you  ought  to  become  a 
family  man.  Why  not?  You  can  get  any  girl  in  the  world,  or, 
maybe,  you  have  one  already?" 

She  looked  inquisitively  at  him. 

<  <  Why,  yes, ' 9  answered  Hirshel  somewhat  confused,  *  *  that 's 
just  what  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  about." 

"Nu,  mi?" 

"I  know  a  girl,  mother.  We  met  last  summer  and  we  were 
corresponding  all  year." 

"Ah,  you  rascal!"  cried  Mrs.  Liebman  affectionately. 
"Can  you  imagine?  Pie  writes  to  a  girl  for  a  whole  year  and 
his  mother  does  not  even  know  about  it.  I  should  wind  your 
ears  for  it." 

Hirshel  blushed,  moving  uneasily  in  his  seat. 
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"I — I  wanted  to  tell  it  to  you  personally,"  he  stammered. 
"You  see — I  thought — perhaps — the  girl — " 

"Well,  well,  I'll  forgive  you  this  time,"  she  interrupted, 
"but  who  is  she,  tell  me?     Do  I  know  her?" 

"Yes,  mother,  you  know  her  well.     She — it's  Lea,  the  tail- 


There  was  a  moment 's  silence.  Hirshel,  all  anxiety  sat  with 
his  head  dropped,  while  his  fingers  ran  thoughtlessly  through 
the  fringes  of  the  table  cloth.  His  mother  eyed  him  with  an 
air  of  doubt  and  suspicion,  as  if  to  say  that  she  was  too  wise  to 
fall  into  such  play.  Finally  she  threw  her  head  back  and  broke 
into  a  loud  laugh. 

"0  my  soul!"  She  caught  her  breath.  "Now,  what  I 
want  to  know  is  when  you  are  going  to  stop  jesting  with  me? 
Is  that  what  they  teach  you  up  at  school!  0  heavens!  A  tail- 
oress  and  a  doctor ! ' ' 

This  combination  seemed  so  much  out  of  proportion  to  her 
practical  mind,  that  she  could  not  refrain  from  laughing.  How- 
ever, the  outburst  of  joviality  on  the  part  of  his  mother  had  a 
contrary  effect  on  Hirshel.    It  depressed  and  bored  him. 

"A  tailoress  is  a  human  being,"  he  philosophized.  "Be- 
sides," he  added  impatiently,  "we  have  agreed  to  be  engaged 
this  summer." 

Mrs.  Liebman  fell  back.  Her  jollity  had  suddenly  waned, 
a  shadow  of  injured  pride  taking  the  place  of  the  former  con- 
genial smile. 

"Agreed  to  be  engaged  to  Lea!"  she  exclaimed.  "You,  a 
doctor,  to  marry  a  poor  tailoress,  who  cannot  even  pay  her  wed- 
ding expenses.  And  what  will  everybody  say,  when  they  are 
aware  of  this?  Why,  just  yesterday  I  met  Mrs.  Schneider  and 
she  tells  me — 'Your  Hirshel,'  she  says,  'I  wish  my  husband 
would  earn  it  every  six  months  as  much,  as  your  Hirshel  will 
take  in  dowry. '    And  now  you  want  to  marry  a  poor  tailoress ! " 

' '  But  mother,  I  am  not  marrying  the  money,  I  am  marrying 
the  girl." 
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"Now,  don't  talk  foolishness.  Did  you  ever  see  anybody 
buy  a  cow  without  a  string  to  bring  her  home  on  V ' 

4 '  A  woman  is  not  a  cow, ' '  parried  Hirshel.  '  i  Besides.  I  love 
Lea." 

"But  you  can't  live  on  love.  That  will  not  feed  your 
empty  stomach.  If  you  had  money,  you  could  start  out  like  a 
real  doctor  with  an  office  and  everything,  and  work  yourself  up. 
You  could  marry  a  girl  with  money  just  as  well. ' ' 

*  *  This  is  old  fashioned,  mother ;  times  have  changed.  I  will 
not  marry  a  girl  that  I  don't  know." 

"You  will  get  to  know  her.  When  I  got  engaged  to  your 
father  I  only  met  him  once  before,  and,  thank  God,  we  lead  a 
happy  life.    I  hoped  you  would  lead  such  a  life. ' ' 

Hirshel  sat  silently,  his  head  resting  in  the  palms  of  his 
hands. 

t  i  Agreed  to  be  engaged, ' '  continued  Mrs.  Liebman, ' '  and  not 
even  asked  his  father  or  his  mother.  Since  the  day  of  your 
birth  I  lived  only  for  you.  I  have  suffered  for  your  sake  and 
have  always  hoped  that  you  would  be  a  great  man  and  marry 
into  a  nice,  respectable  family.  And  now  when  my  dreams  are 
coming  true,  you  want  to  spoil  not  only  your  own,  but  also  your 
mother's  happiness.  What  is  a  mother's  happiness,  if  not  the 
happiness  of  her  children?  And  yet  oftentimes  her  lot  is  bit- 
terness from  start  to  finish." 

She  stopped,  evidently  exhausted.  A  dead  silence  ensued. 
The  candles  drawing  to  a  close,  fluttered  for  the  last  time,  puffed, 
and  went  out  one  by  one. 

Mrs.  Liebman  saw  her  dreams  completely  shattered.  She 
had  built  castles  in  the  air  and  placed  her  faith  in  them.  She 
was  a  happy  woman  up  to  that  night.  Wishing  the  best  for 
her  son,  she  often  deprived  herself  cheerfully  of  necessities  in 
order  to  provide  for  the  welfare  of  her  son.  She  had  high  hopes 
of  her  boy  being  a  great  man  and  marrying  a  rich  girl,  and  to 
this  end  she  worked  all  her  life,  and  with  these  hopes  she  lived. 
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But  fate  seemed  to  have  intervened,  for  Hirshel  could  not  be 
moved  from  his  decision. 

' '  I  love  her,  mother  dear, ' '  he  would  say.  ' '  I  love  her  and  I 
cannot  marry  anybody  else,  don't  you  see?" 

She  could  not  see  it  that  way,  so  she  would  shrug  her  should- 
ers and  go  about  her  work,  leaving  things  to  take  their  own 
course.  Even  though  she  noticed  Hirshel 's  restless  attitude  and 
disturbed  glances,  she  paid  no  attention  to  them,  ascribing  this 
uneasiness  to  his  repentance;  and  inwardly  she  felt  the  con- 
queror. 

However,  Hirshel 's  strange  attitude  had  not  ceased ;  on  the 
contrary  it  increased,  until  he  rushed  in  one  evening  in  a  despair- 
ing mood,  but  with  a  firm  resolution  in  his  eyes. 

' '  Mother, ' '  he  gasped,  ' '  Lea  is  sick,  very  sick. ' ' 

"Sick!"  echoed  Mrs.  Liebman,  and  her  heart  told  her  that 
the  event  forebode  no  good.  ' '  The  poor  thing,  what  is  the  matter 
with  her?"  she  asked. 

"The  doctor  said,  that  she  has  worked  too  hard  and  lost 
too  much  blood.  Now  it  will  be  necessary  to  transfer  somebody's 
blood  into  her  veins." 

t '  Nu  ? ' '  Her  heart  stopped  beating. 

i  '  I  am  going  to  give  my  blood  to  save  her, ' '  replied  Hirshel 
resolutely. 

She  grabbed  him  by  the  sleeve,  throwing  herself  before  him, 
as  if  protecting  him  from  a  host  of  enemies  seeking  his  destruc- 
tion. 

"Hirsheleh,  my  son,  you  will  not  do  it,  will  you?"  she 
pleaded,  "For  your  own  sake,  don't  do  it." 

"No,  mother,  I  have  already  made  arrangements  for  the 
operation  to  be  performed  at  ten  o'clock  tomorrow  morning." 

"Hirshel!"  cried  Mrs.  Liebman  desperately,  "you  will  not 
do  it.  Do  you  hear?  Think  of  your  future — you  are  a  doctor, 
my  son,  a  great  man.  How  can  I  afford  to  lose  you  ?  Hirsheleh ! ' ' 
She  clung  frantically  to  him.  "Think  of  your  mother.  This 
will  be  the  end  of  me  in  case  something  should  happen. ' ' 


332  THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 

''What  is  my  life  without  Lea?"  he  dropped. 

' '  Hush !  I  shall  not  live  through  it. ' '  She  was  fast  becoming 
hysterical.  "For  your  mother's  sake,  child!  I  have  been  wait- 
ing all  these  years ;  working  and  suffering  to  make  you  happy.  T 
cannot  lose  you.  I'll  go  mad.  For  your  mother's  sake,  boy!" 
Holding  him  by  the  lapels  of  his  coat,  she  shook  him  violently. 

* '  But, ' '  softened  Hirshel,  * '  Lea  will  die. ' ' 

"No,  my  son,  I'll — we'll — maybe,  we  can  get  some  one  to 
do  it.    Say  you  will  not  do  it. ' ' 

i '  Somebody  must  do  it  or  she  will  die, ' '  insisted  Hirshel. 

"I'll  get  somebody.  My  God!  Only  promise  me  that  you 
will  not  do  it.  Come  now,  tell  your  mother  that  you  will  not 
do  it." 

He  promised.  It  was  equally  as  hard  to  hurt  his  mother  as 
it  would  be  to  lose  Lea. 

"But  something  ought  to  be  done,"  he  thought,  as  he  lay 
restless  in  his  bed  that  night.  "The  doctor  said  that  it  must 
be  done  tomorrow,  or  it  may  be  too  late.  Mother  said  she 
will  get  a  volunteer;  but  who  in  this  place  will  gamble  his  life 
away,  even  for  money?  Who  will  offer  his  blood  to  save  a  poor 
girl  from  death,  even  though  he  is  paid  for  it  ?  And  why  should 
anybody  risk  his  life  for  a  mere  handful  of  money?" 

He  shuddered  at  this  thought.  His  mind  would  not  con- 
ceive the  consequences,  should  no  one  be  found  to  substitute  for 
him  on  the  operating  table.  He  already  began  to  repent  of  his 
promise  to  his  mother.  Why  had  he  done  it?  He  was  strong 
and  healthy,  and  could  stand  the  operation  with  comparative 
ease ;  and  even  with  a  degree  of  comfort,  since  he  would  feel  that 
his  suffering  contributed  to  the  life  of  one  he  loved. 

"Love?  What  does  she  know  of  love?"  he  thought  of  his 
mother.  "With  her  old-fashioned  ideas  of  marriage — of  being 
sold  to  the  man — she  cannot  apprehend  the  meaning  of  true 
love.  How  can  she  understand  it,  when  she  herself  was  'sold' 
to  my  father?  Could  she  have  possessed  a  feeling  of  love?  The 
ideal  life  they  lead  is  merely  a  consequence  of  devotion  and 
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faith  in  each  other.  It  is  impossible  for  her  to  feel  the  pangs 
of  love,  its  throes  and  heart-aches,  and  the  agony  of  being  away 
from  the  beloved  at  the  time  she  needs  you  most.  Is  it  not  my 
duty  to  be  at  her  bedside  and  if  need  be  sacrifice  my  life !  Have 
I  a  right  to  stay  back  and  hang  to  mother  's  skirts  ?  No !  I  myself 
must  go.    I  cannot  depend  on  any  one  else.    I  will  go  myself. " 

His  brain  worked  feverishly  until  the  early  hours  of  dawn. 
He  had  weighed  the  propositions  for  and  against  his  decision, 
until  he  could  no  longer  distinguish  between  them,  and  all  seemed 
to  be  tending  to  the  approval  of  his  decision.  Consequently  he 
resolved  to  keep  his  appointment  and  be  at  the  hospital  at  the 
scheduled  hour. 

Exhausted  by  the  events  of  the  preceding  night  he  fell  into 
a  trance  only  to  awake  under  the  bright  rays  of  the  sun  falling 
on  his  face.    He  looked  at  his  watch. 

' '  My  God ! ' '    he  exclaimed.    l  *  Ten-thirty. ' ' 

Down  the  stairs  he  ran,  taking  four  steps  at  a  time.  All 
was  quiet  in  the  house.  His  mother  had  evidently  gone;  and 
Hirshel  was  glad  of  it.  He  would  have  hated  a  repetition  of 
the  scene  of  the  night  before,  yet  inwardly  he  felt  the  sting  of 
conscience  at  the  thought  of  his  mother's  grief  when  she  would 
learn  of  his  disobedience.  Still  it  must  be  done.  He  was  calm 
and  resolute,  this  condition  having  come  with  his  resolve.  He 
now  felt  perfectly  certain  that  all  would  end  well,  and  that  no 
one  would  suffer  more  than  a  little  discomfort. 

With  the  feelings  of  one  doing  his  duty,  Hirshel  hurried  to 
the  hospital.  He  did  not  spare  himself,  and,  breathless,  broke 
into  the  sick-chamber.    The  nurse  cautioned  him  to  be  quiet. 

"I  am  ready,' '  whispered  Hirshel. 

"You  are  too  late,"  replied  the  nurse.  "However,  the  op- 
eration was  successful. ' ' 

He  stood  speechless.  What  did  it  all  mean?  Quietly  he 
walked  to  the  bedside  of  his  sweetheart.  She  seemed  to  be  rest- 
ing comfortably.  A  faint  tint  of  red  played  on  her  otherwise 
pallid  cheeks,  and  she  breathed  softly  and  at  regular  intervals. 
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Hirshel  stood  amazed.  In  answer  to  his  questioning  look  the 
nurse  pointed  to  the  next  bed.  He  walked  cautiously  and 
suspiciously  toward  it,  and  glanced  at  the  features. 

" Mother I"  he  cried. 

She  did  not  answer.  Her  head  was  tossing  about  in  a  fever- 
ish ague.  Her  bloodless  lips  seemed  to  move.  Hirshel  bent  over 
and  listened. 

"My  son — a  doctor,"  they  muttered. 

Two  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks.  He  fell  on  his  knees, 
seized  the  wrinkled  hand,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

His  mother  had  understood. 

— Sidney  Barson. 


To  Mary 

Oh,  how  that  gentle  look  upon  thy  face  enchants  me,  mother  dear, 

So  sweet,  so  kind,  and  so  serene; 
No  wonder  angels  love  around  thy  queenly  throne  to  linger  near 

And  sing  thy  praises,  radiant  queen. 

No  flower  fairer  opens  dainty  petals  to  the  morning  breeze 

Than  thou  thy  soul  to  Christ  Divine ; 
No  cooler  fountain  laves  thy  heartsick  children  after  dread 
disease 

Than  that  maternal  love  of  thine. 

What  purer  gem  of  ray  serene  will  e 'er  God's  royal  scepter  grace 

Than  thy  unstained  and  virgin  heart? 
What  star  will  surer  guide  us  to  that  longed-for  meeting,  face 
to  face, 

When  Love  and  love  shall  never  part? 

— Albert  J.  Rettenmaier. 


THE  GENTLE  ART  OF  SMILING 


n 

SAW  the  following  caption  in  a  barber  shop  the  other 
day,  and  it  made  an  impression  on  me.  It  was  ' i  Smile, 
darn  you!  Smile !"  And  I — smiled.  So  did  every- 
body else  that  entered  the  place.  Even  a  sour  look- 
ing old  man  whose  eye  was  caught  by  the  ornate  sign, 
changed  his  growl  to  a  cheery  word.  That  place 
of  business  was  permeated  with  good-will  and  ami- 
ability— and  this,  even  in  the  year  1920,  in  the  reign 
of  the  Anti-Saloon  League.  I  walked  into  a  pharmacy  some 
time  later  and  was  met  with  a  cheerful  "Good  morning!  Fine 
day,"  by  a  clerk  whom  I  knew  not  at  all.  But  the  smile  that 
wreathed  his  face  was  contagious,  and  it  was  but  a  short  time 
that  I,  too,  managed  to  screw  my  face  into  a  smile. 

Shou-lao  is  the  name  of  the  Chinese  god  of  longevity — a 
fact  which  is  not  very  significant  in  itself,  but  only  in  the  light  in 
which  this  venerable  old  gentleman  was  held  by  the  Chinese  cult 
of  medical  genni.  His  images,  which  form  a  part  of  their  house- 
hold gods,  are  noted  for  their  broad  smile  and  for  the  generally 
complacent  appearance  of  the  divinity,  as  if  it  were  a  primary 
doctrine  of  his  worshippers  that  the  most  important  thing  in  the 
world  for  a  long  life  was  to  take  everything  smiling  and  forget 
about  the  hard  things  of  existence.  And  the  Chinese  believe 
this.  It  is  the  constant  and  unchangeable  belief  of  this  simple 
people  that  the  secret  to  a  long  life  is  the  ability  to  keep  smiling. 
Such  faith  do  they  repose  in  this  axiom  of  theirs  that  they  have 
chosen  a  god  of  longevity,  every  picture,  representation  and 
image  of  whom  depicts  an  old  man  with  his  face  beaming  with  a 
prodigious  smile.  This  fact  is  certainly  striking,  that  such  a 
simple  race  should  attach  such  importance  to  a  cheerful  disposi- 
tion. And  his  devotees  are  true  to  their  master — they  keep 
smiling. 
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We  cannot  scoff  at  his  belief.  There  is  a  world  of  truth  in  it. 
A  smile  is  but  a  reflection  of  a  cheerful  nature  and  a  merry  heart. 
And  it  works  a  wonderful  influence  on  others.  With  smiles  we 
chase  away  the  devils  of  fear  and  worry ;  with  smiles  we  forget 
that  we  are  poor  mortals.  If  we  are  told  to  "keep  moving/'  we 
don't  move,  but  if  we  are  told  to  "keep  smilling,''  we  immedi- 
ately accelerate  our  pace.  A  smile  gladdens,  cheers  and  exhil- 
arates. It  is  the  only  antidote  for  a  tired  mind  and  for  the 
ghosts  of  gloom.  It  betokens  a  good  conscience.  It  is  the  thing 
that  makes  the  world  go  around.  While  a  smile  is  not  exactly  a 
rare  phenomenon  a  person  who  is  so  given  to  the  practice  of 
smiling,  that  his  face  never  loses  a  sunny  appearance,  is  like 
Diogenes '  honest  man — he  is  hard  to  find.  We  like  to  meet  these 
rare  people.  They  are  a  tonic  and  an  elixir  to  our  workaday 
lives.  They  bring  the  sunshine  to  our  souls,  dispel  the  darkness 
of  melancholy  and  open  to  us  new  vistas  which  are  like  a  rare 
day  in  June. 

But  what  of  a  laugh,  you  say.  A  laugh  is  but  an  intense 
smile — so  vigorous  that  it  needs  the  explosion  of  one's  inner 
self  to  give  worthy  expression  to  one's  joy.  The  emotion  of  joy 
must  be  expressed  in  a  shout  or  even  in  tears,  when  people  cry 
for  joy.  But  the  cacophony  of  some  people  jars,  particularly  of 
those  who  are  cursed  with  a  loud  guffaw,  or  a  silly  giggle,  or  a 
hair-raising  screech.  And  there  are  some  again,  who,  when 
their  risibles  are  sufficiently  tickled,  will  proceed  to  pummel 
the  life  out  of  anybody  who  happens  near.  Beware  of  them. 
They  are  irresponsible  and  may  do  anything  in  their  spasms  of 
joy.  Another  species  bends  backward  and  forward  and  rolls 
around  and  rocks  sideways.  They  are  quite  an  unusual  sight, 
but  are  harmless.  But  they  all  smile,  more  or  less.  And  any- 
body who  witnesses  their  joy  smiles  with  them,  for 

' i  Smile  and  the  world  smiles  with  you, 
Weep  and  you  weep  alone." 
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These  joy-dispensers  always  are  the  centers  of  attraction. 
Their  jovial  nature  is  magnetic.  The  twinkle  in  their  eyes  and 
the  twitching  of  their  lips  is  a  true  criterion  of  their  light  heart. 
No  one  but  old  Mephisto  himself  could  help  but  be  drawn  to  them. 
How  you  laugh  with  such  a  person  as  he  gives  vent  to  his  pent-up 
merriness  in  joyful  cachinnation.  And  how  much  lighter  seem 
your  tasks  as  you  smile  within  yourself  at  his  merry  jests  and 
quips.  But  such  humans  are  few.  Of  course,  we  need  not  fear 
that  our  age  is  deficient  in  these  merry  makers,  for  of  old  kings 
and  princes  searched  their  realms  for  jesters  for  the  court,  that 
they  might  bring  cheer  to  the  sombre  halls  and  gladden  the  hearts 
of  their  still  more  sombre  occupants.  A  smile  is  like  manna  from 
heaven.  It  reaches  the  furthermost  recesses  of  the  heart  and 
pervades  the  whole  person.  Would  that  there  were  more  to 
leaven  the  mass  of  the  worries  of  the  world.  Eemember  what 
Rudyard  Kipling  said  when  he  unburdened  his  heart  in  those 
telling  lines.  He  had  travelled  the  world  over  amidst  swearing 
troopers  and  swash-buckling  dragoons,  and  in  his  leisure  wrote 
the  message  which  he  thought  was  necessary  for  true  solace 
and  peace. 

"It's  easy  enough  to  be  pleasant 
When  life  flows  along  like  a  song ; 

But  the  man  worth  while 

Is  the  man  with  a  smile, 
When  everything  goes  dead  wrong.' ' 

Perhaps,  you,  too,  can  drag  someone  from  the  abyss  of 
despair  by  wearing  a  smile  for  the  occasion.  You'll  find  it  in- 
toxicating. It  is  the  best  panacea  for  human  ills.  And  it  is 
the  only  thing  which  is  intoxicating  nowadays. 

— R.  E.  Svoboda. 
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NE  may  be  alone,  and  yet  not  alone.  Actual  men  and 
women  are  not  always  needed  as  the  basis  of  com- 
panionship, but  on  the  contrary,  their  very  absence 
makes  possible  a  quiet  communion  with  the  real  char- 
acters with  which  one  becomes  acquainted  in  fiction. 
In  memory,  those  which  have  made  an  impression  as 
well  as  those  which  are  especially  liked  and  admired 
assemble  to  make  known  the  universal  truths  which 
their  lives  in  their  entirety  may  or  may  not  manifest.  Through 
such  associations  after  all,  is  gained  the  quickest  and  most  com- 
prehensive understanding  of  the  philosophies  of  life — true  or 
false,  as  the  case  may  be — with  respective  effects  which  must 
inevitably  follow.  To  welcome  as  company,  then,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Jones  as  found  in  the  pages  of  a  novel,  is  not  to  be  alone  but 
to  be  listening  with  interest  to  acquaintances  who  tell  in  a  short 
time  what  a  life  of  experience  might  never  reveal. 

So  it  is  that  I  have  come  to  know  the  captain  in  Jack  Lon- 
don^ "The  Sea  Wolf."  He  arouses  one  to  a  full  realization 
of  what  it  means  not  to  know  and  feel  the  consolation  and  as- 
surance which  come  with  the  conviction  that  the  soul  of  a  man  is 
immortal.  In  him,  as  in  those  of  whom  he  is  representative,  all 
that  is  grotesque,  cruel,  and  sensuous  clamors  for  the  ascendency. 
It  would  be  disgusting  were  one  to  meet  such  a  man  in  actual 
life,  and  the  contact  would  avail  little,  viewed  as  a  benefit,  for 
merely  a  phase  of  his  life  could  be  revealed ;  but  to  meet  him  in 
fiction,  is  to  have  his  career — past,  present,  and  future — ex- 
posed, and  then,  and  only  then,  will  the  impression  received  car- 
ry with  it  the  great  lesson  taught  by  a  life 's  experience.  Again, 
Dan  Matthews  in  <  <  The  Calling  of  Dan  Matthews ' '  by  Harold  Bell 
Wright,  causes  one  to  wonder  why  such  a  character  was  ever 
created.  It  is  true  that  more  might  be  accomplished  through 
the  churches  in  some  cases:  but  Dan's  failure  discloses  a  false 
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note,  one  which  is  apt  to  be  gladly  sounded  by  those  taking  a  con- 
temptible attitude  towards  religion.  So  to  meet  in  person  such 
men  as  the  Sea  Wolf  and  the  weak  minister  is  certainly  not 
desirable;  and  in  the  case  of  the  latter,  perhaps  not  even  in 
fiction. 

However,  to  come  in  contact  with  Ab  Lee  as  pictured  in 
"The  Winning  of  Barbara  Worth"  would  be  as  uplifting  in 
actual  life  as  in  the  novel.  Although  he  can  scarcely  rank  as  a 
typical  character,  yet  his  simplicity  and  honesty  in  all  things 
and  his  patient  loyalty  to  fate  and  duty's  call  give  rise  to  respect 
and  admiration.  To  have  such  a  steady  and  dependable  Ab  Lee 
as  a  personal  friend  would  be  to  place  all  confidence  in  his  integ- 
rity. Side  by  side  with  hhn  might  well  be  placed  Barnie,  or, 
as  Connor  has  it  in  title,  "The  Doctor" — a  temperate  and  self- 
mastered  man  demanding  notice  as  having  met  temptation,  disap- 
pointment, and  reverses  on  all  sides,  yet  courageously  and  suc- 
cessfully stemming  the  tide  that  threatens  disaster.  Margaret, 
in  this  same  novel,  with  a  woman's  natural  bent  for  sacrifice  and 
unwavering  love  quietly  and  forgivingly  accepts  her  lot.  Such 
as  she,  for  her  own  sake,  can  not  but  be  liked — one  among  many, 
however,  and  soon  lost  in  their  midst. 

Now,  since  the  immortal  men  and  women  of  fiction  must 
possess  both  typical  and  individual  characteristics  in  proper 
proportions — neither  exaggerated  to  the  degree  of  excluding  the 
other — and  yet  clearly  distinguishing  them  from  the  many, 
these  acquaintances  of  mine  will  scarcely  bear  the  test.  They 
are  representative  of  respective  spheres,  but  spheres  which  are 
limited  to  narrow  boundaries;  and  their  individual  traits  are 
ordinary  and  commonplace.  Thus  they  lack  sufficient  fictional 
strength  to  make  them  live  for  all  time.  They  are  being  daily 
duplicated  by  subsequent  writers.  Their  temporary  interest  and 
attractiveness  is  due  to  their  representation  of  local  color  and 
provinciality,  and  in  so  far  as  they  are  true  to  life  as  characters 
constantly  developing  either  for  better  or  for  worse. 

— Henry  Gierau. 
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ITHOUT  a  doubt  she  was  stunning,— as  beautiful  a 
yffl  maid  as  ever  one  laid  eyes  upon.  At  least  such  was 
the  undisputed  opinion  of  some  dozen  young  men,  a 
handful  of  her  many  silent  admirers,  who  made  it 
their  daily  practice  to  pass  by  the  quaint  fruit  stand 
of  Antonio  Palmisano,  whose  daughter,  Sabina,  fre- 
quently acted  in  the  capacity  of  an  assistant. 
A  glance  at  this  Neapolitan  beauty  would  easily  verify 
the  aforementioned  judgment.  Indigenously  short  and  slim, 
olive-colored,  dark-complexioned — added  to  these  a  perpetually 
smiling  countenance — no  wonder  so  many  young  men  bought 
cantaloupes  and  bananas  at  Antonio's.  Furthermore,  be  one's 
purchases  ever  so  infinitesimal,  a  sweet  smile  from  the  charming 
Sabina  always  accompanied  the  change,  which  she  would  play- 
fully jingle  in  her  tiny,  soft  hand  before  handing  it  piece  by  piece 
to  her  customers. 

The  apparent  state  of  poverty  which  per  surroundings 
suggested  appealed  strongly  to  the  benevolence  of  the  young 
men.  The  consequence  was  that  a  certain  amount  of  trade  was 
assured  whenever  Sabina  waited  on  the  customers;  but  the 
reason  for  this  had  not  been  suspected  by  either  Antonio  or  his 
daughter. 

To  all  appearance  Signorina  Palmisano  accepted  her  transi- 
ent homages  very  gratefully,  as  all  perceived;  but  she  was  also 
extremely  unapproachable  on  more  friendly  terms.  However, 
her  true  attitude  was  generally  misunderstood  and  each  admirer 
continued  to  carry  on  his  simple  suit  until  the  time  would  come 
when  he  could  whisper  his  real  sentiments  to  the  idolized  Sabina. 
Archie  Peters  was  perhaps  the  most  positive  of  them  all 
that  he  could  win  the  young  lady.  He  knew  that  he  had  the 
"looks"  and  a  winning  disposition.  Moreover,  he  was  certain 
that  he  could  make  Sabina  comfortable  and  happy  for  the  rest  of 
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her  life,  for  he  enjoyed  a  handsome  income.  But  each  of  the 
young  men  had  his  respective  reasons  for  believing  that  he  would 
be  the  future  husband  of  Antonio's  daughter.  All,  however, 
met  the  same  fate  as  Archie,  who  had  eventually  decided  to  be 
more  outspoken. 

" Isn't  your  work  here  all  day  rather  monotonous,  Miss 
Palmisano?"    he  asked  one  fine  morning. 

"No,  it  is  not,  for  I've  gotten  used  to  it  already,"  Sabina  re- 
plied in  better  English  than  one  would  expect. 

"Yes,  I  suppose  that  must  be  the  reason.  That  I  know 
from  my  own  experience.  I  come  up  and  down  this  street  twice 
a  day  and  have  become  so  accustomed  to  seeing  you  here  that  I — 
I  miss  you  when  you  are  not  here. ' ' 

i  i  But  sir,  I  am  always  here. ' ' 

"Oh,  are  you!    Strange  I  don't  always  see  you." 

"But  why  should  you  care  to  see  me?"  Sabina  artfully 
demanded. 

"Well,  I — I  am  so  accustomed  to  seeing  you  here,  under- 
stand, that — that  I  miss  you  when  you  are  not  here — er — I  mean 
when  I  don 't  happen  to  see  you. ' ' 

' i  Listen,  Mr. — Peters,  I  believe — I  'm  going  to  tell  you  some- 
thing. I  must  speak  briefly  and  quickly  because  your  time  is 
valuable.  You  see  sometimes  I  am  not  here,  as  you  yourself  al- 
ready know.  I  denied  that  to  tease  you  a  little.  When  I  am  not 
here  then — oh,  I  hardly  think  I  ought  to  tell  you.  It  won't  in- 
terest you,  I  don't  think." 

"Go  ahead!"  coaxed  Archie,  glad  to  listen  to  her  ringing 
voice. 

"No,  I  shall  not!  It's  too  private  a  matter  after  all,  but  I 
feel  so  excited  about  it  that  I  want  to  tell  it  to  everybody." 

"I  believe,  Miss  Palmisano,  that  we  are  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted already  to  allow  a  bit  of  confidential  conversation  be- 
tween the  two  of  us,  don't  you?" 

' '  I  understand,  Mr.  Peters ;  but  this  really  is  too  private. ' ' 

"All  right,  then,  I  shall  not  ask  you  any  more,  if  it  displeases 
you." 
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"Thank  yon,  Mr.  Peters/ ' 

"Miss  Palmisano, ' '  Archie  continued,  "are  there  many 
young  men  that  buy  fruit  from  you  f ' ' 

i i  Oh,  yes ;  and  a  great  deal  of  it  they  buy,  too. '  r 

"I  suppose  they  are  real  nice  to  you,  are  they  not?" 

' i  Yes  they  are.  Very  nice,  indeed.  But  I  simply  give  them  a 
passing  smile  and  dismiss  them  as  rapidly  as  I  can.  You  are 
really  the  only  one  that  I  have  ever  spoken  to  for  any  length 
of  time. ' ' 

* '  The  only  one ! ' ' — Archie. 

"Yes,"  with  ablush. 

"I  am  certainly  glad  to  hear  that,  Miss  Palmisano.  Do  you 
think  you  could  be  off  this  evening?  I  would  like  to — I  was 
thinking  that — er — we  might  go  to  the  circus  together. ' ' 

Sabina  remained  silent  for  the  next  few  minutes  and  ap- 
peared to  be  very  thoughtful.  Archie  could  not  even  with  the 
effort  he  made  understand  the  strange  expression  on  her  face. 
It  was  a  mixture  of  appreciation,  perplexity  and  aversion.  Had 
she  not  spoken  just  then  Archie  would  have  demanded  the  rea- 
son for  the  sudden  change. 

'  *  I  thank  you  very  much,  Mr.  Peters,  but — but  I  can  not  go 
with  you. ' ' 

"Why  not!" 

"Because — because  I  am  going  to  be  married  next  week." 

' i  Married !    To  whom,  please  % ' ' 

"That's  what  I  was  about  to  tell  you  a  few  minutes  ago 
when  I  changed  my  mind.  I  am  going  to  be  married  to  Lorenzo 
Mangoni ;  do  you  know  him  1 ' ' 

' i  No,  I  do  not ;  who  is  he  V ' 

*  i  Well,  he 's  not  much — owns  that  little  shoe  repairing  shop 
near  Port  street.  He  is  about  fifteen  years  my  senior,  too,  but 
nevertheless  he  is  a  good  man." 

Archie's  mind  was  now  busy  framing  an  appropriate  ex- 
cuse for  an  immediate  leave  after  he  had  heard  Sabina 's  an- 
nouncement ;  but  he  managed  to  gather  enough  patience  to  hear 
one  more  sentence. 
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"He  is  somewhat  unfortunate,  too,  poor  man,"  Sabina- 
continued,  "he  still  owes  money  for  the  little  shop  that  he  built 
recently,  he  has  not  yet  paid  up  the  funeral  expenses  of  his  wife 
who  died  a  year  ago  and  owing  to  the  present  high  cost  of  food 
and  clothing  he  has  a  hard  time  keeping  up  his  six  children — but 
I  believe  we  shall  be  happy  enough  in  spite  of  all  that,  since 
father  insisted  on  my  getting  married  and  there  was  no  one  else 
who  cared  for  me. ' ' 

"Pardon  me,  Miss  Palmisano,  I  can  not  remain  any  longer/ ' 
Archie  interrupted,  looking  at  his  watch.  "I  must  be  going,  it 
is  getting  late. ' ' 

' '  I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Peters,  to  have  detained  you  uselessly. ' ' 

' '  Oh,  that  's  all  right.  I  wish  you  success,  Miss  Palmisano — 
if  that's  possible.    Good  day." 

But  was  there  something  more  than  curiosity  in  the  wistful 
eyes  that  followed  Mr.  Peters  down  the  street? 

— Charles  Char  vat. 


Spring 

The  March  winds  blew  o'er  the  prairie, 
And  the  skies  were  murky  and  gray, 

But  April  came  on  like  a  fairy 

And  chased  all  the  March  winds  away. 

The  breeze  with  the  touch  of  a  lover 
Has  laid  old  King  Winter  to  rest ; 

The  flowers  have  peeped  from  their  cover, 
And  the  robins  are  building  their  nest. 

For  Spring  with  the  promise  of  Summer 
Has  lately  arrived  on  the  scene ; 

But  Summer  is  still  in  its  slumber, 

So  Spring  for  the  nonce  must  be  queen. 

— R.  P.  Glennon. 


44  THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 


a 


DAVID  AND  JONATHAN" 


HE  term  " latest  novel"  has  never  had  any  special  im- 
portance or  attraction  for  the  writer  of  these  lines. 
He  was  never  eager  to  follow  the  " style' '  in  this 
respect,  and  seldom  looked  at  the  shelf  of  books  at 
the  book-store  or  library  designated,  "The  Latest 
Novels."  To  tell  the  truth,  however  conservative  or 
ridiculous  this  may  sound,  the  new  book,  with  its 
glittering  gold-lettered  covers,  fresh  stiff  pages,  stiff 
binding,  in  a  word,  all  qualities  of  a  newly  published  book,  es- 
pecially a  novel,  always  called  forth  a  kind  of  suspicion  in  his 
mind.  Whatever  the  basis  of  such  suspicion  might  be,  whether 
just  or  unjust,  true  or  false,  he,  nevertheless,  adhered  to  the  old 
authors  and  old  books  upon  whom  the  "verdict  of  time"  was 
pronounced  in  favorable  terms.  Acting  upon  this  principle,  the 
writer  considered  himself  well  justified  in  his  avoidance  of  the 
newly  published  novel. 

Certain  conditions,  however,  forced  the  writer  to  divert 
from  his  so-called  "principle"  and  to  get  acquainted  with  the 
latest  novels,  the  latest  authors,  and  especially  with  the  most 
recently  published  novel;  and  the  first  of  the  kind  happened  to 
be  Mr.  Thurston's  David  and  Jonathan,  which  is  the  theme  of 
this  paper.  As  is  suggested  by  the  very  name,  especially  to 
those  acquainted  with  the  Book  of  Books,  the  story  of  the  book 
centers  about  two  devoted  friends  and  the  part  friendship  played 
in  their  lives.  The  title  of  the  story,  however,  is  rather  inade- 
quate for  the  substance  or  story  itself.  For,  whereas  "David  and 
Jonathan"  of  the  Bible  is  the  universal  symbol  of  friendship, 
true  and  everlasting,  independent  of  any  circumstance,  time  or 
place, — the  friendship  of  Mr.  Thurston's  David  and  Jonathan 
proves  to  be,  in  the  final  test,  egotistical,  false  at  times,  and  de- 
pendent to  a  large  extent  upon  circumstances  and  their  results. 
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But,  evidently,  this  was  not  the  sole  purpose  of  the  author. 
His  "tale  of  adventure, ' '  as  he  calls  it  in  a  letter  of  dedication 
to  a  friend  of  his,  contains  more  than  that.  The  writer  seems  to 
analyze,  or  at  least  to  attempt  to  analyze,  the  fundamental  ele- 
ments, instincts  and  impulses  of  the  nature  of  the  man,  of  the 
original  man,  stripped  of  the  innumerable  conventions,  habits, 
customs,  rules  and  norms  heaped  upon  him  by  a  civilization  and 
tradition  thousands  of  years  old.  The  author  endeavors  to 
penetrate  into  the  psychology  of  the  real  man,  remove  the  veil 
of  civilization,  and  invade  the  deepest  and  innermost  recesses 
of  the  human  soul.  Or,  as  expressed  by  the  author  himself, 
David  and  Jonathan  is  a  story  "of  one  of  those  isolated  cases 
in  which  two  men,  and  a.  woman  as  well,  were  brought  face  to 
face  with  the  absolute  and  eternal  impulses  of  life,  and  framed 
their  conduct,  worked  out  their  destiny  as  inevitably  and  un- 
consciously upon  the  fundamental  laws  of  existence  as  though 
civilization  had  but  lightly  touched  them  with  its  brush  of  speech, 
as  though  the  pigments  of  habit  and  custom  had  concealed  noth- 
ing of  what  they  were. ' ' 

The  story  in  brief  is  this :  Two  friends,  David,  the  one  of 
"greater  intellect,"  intelligent,  skilled  in  various  arts,  and  his 
friend,  Jonathan,  engineer  by  profession,  physically  strong,  but 
not  endowed  with  as  quick  and  alert  a  mind  as  that  of  his  friend, 
both  of  the  same  age,  were  the  only  two  passengers  surviving  a 
shipwreck,  on  their  journey  to  South  Africa.  Fate,  however, 
brought  to  their  island  of  refuge,  a  third  passenger  of  the  other 
sex.  It  is  around  these  three  persons,  the  eternal  triangle,  that 
the  whole  story  is  woven:  their  lives,  loves,  jealousies,  hatred, 
friendship.  Both,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  fall  in  love  with  this 
woman.  She  loves  them  both,  or  rather  loves  neither ;  but,  with 
civilization  and  convention  dead,  the  matter  of  choice  is  not  in 
her  hands.  She  will  have  to  "choose"  the  stronger  or  the  victor 
of  the  two,  since  she  cannot  marry  both.  The  great  question — 
who  will  be  victorious,  the  one  of  the  higher  intellect  or  the  one 
of  the  greater  physical  strength — is  in  the  air.     The  crisis  ap- 
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proaches.  One  must  yield.  How  will  it  be  settled?  By  sheer 
brute  force?  By  murder?  Is  it  possible  that  these  two  life-long 
devoted  friends  will  try  murder  on  one  another? 

Fortunately  at  the  very  approach  of  the  crisis  they  were 
saved  and  brought  back  to  the  civilized  world,  where  one  of  the 
two  friends,  David,  was  the  final  victor.  The  author,  however, 
did  not  fully  realize  the  purpose  of  his  end  in  view.  He  seems 
to  have  avoided  the  outcome  of  the  natural  circumstances  lead- 
ing to  it.  He  leaves  off  his  story  just  at  the  point  where  we 
might  expect  his  solution  of  the  problem  he  himself  started  out  to 
answer.  He  seems  to  be  afraid  or  incapable  of  answering  the 
great  question  of  life,  and  brutally  stops  at  the  very  end  of  his 
premises  without  having  the  courage  of  drawing  the  conclusion. 
This  fact  alone  detracts  much  from  the  value  of  the  book  as  a 
permanent  novel.  The  reader  cannot  but  feel  resentment  against 
the  author,  who  dared  enough  to  tear  down  the  gigantic  walls 
of  civilization  but  lacked  the  courage  or  the  knowledge  necessary 
for  erecting  something  else  in  their  place.  After  a  preface  like 
this:  "Life  or  Fate  or  Destiny — call  it  any  one  of  the  many 
names  that  happen  to  fit  your  terminology — has  a  subtle  method 
of  concealing  its  purpose.  Speech  and  the  accompanying  veneer 
of  civilization  which,  age  by  age,  generation  by  generation,  are 
coated  over  the  real  impulsory  instincts,  have  succeeded  in 
varnishing  our  true  selves  out  of  recognition ' ' — after  a  preface 
like  this  one  generally  expects  an  answer  to  the  questions :  What, 
then,  is  human  life  after  all?  Is  the  "Survival  of  the  Fittest' ' 
its  only  solution  or  not  ?  Which  conquers  which :  brutal  force  or 
mental  power?  Is  man  after  all  nothing  but  a  brute,  with  the 
instincts  of  a  brute  and  no  more?  The  author,  however,  only 
brought  about  his  conclusion  in  a  very  artificial  manner.  Of 
course,  to  save  himself  all  the  difficulties  involved  in  answering 
such  problems,  he  naturally  brought  a  British  ship  to  their  isle 
and  saved  them,  at  the  same  time  saving  himself. 

But  this  rather  seems,  if  not  ridiculous,  at  least  unfair.  We 
all  know  what  civilization  means,  how  it  was  brought  about,  and 
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we  also  know  what  evolution  means.  The  author,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  an  adventurous  tale,  brought  the  reader  into  a  land 
where  there  was  no  civilization.  He  wrapped  all  that  we  know 
in  the  garments  of  a  story;  but  no  new  idea  did  he  bring  home 
to  us.  Nothing  original  at  least.  For  what  he  told  us  we  read 
a  long  time  ago  in  the  works  of  a  Jack  London,  Rudyard  Kipling, 
Emile  Zola,  et  al.,  coupled  with  the  dozens  of  theories  on  evolu- 
tion by  Charles  Darwin,  Haeckel,  William  James  and  others,  who 
at  least  give  detailed  views  of  it  and  not  a  small  tiny  glance  as 
does  our  author. 

As  to  the  style  of  the  author,  much  may  be  said  in  his  favor. 
He  writes  clearly,  distinctly  and  briefly.  The  setting  is  well 
drawn.  Of  course,  the  setting  here  exists  as  the  initial  element 
of  the  narrative.  It  suggests  the  actions  appropriate  to  itself,  and 
naturally  is  the  cause  of  all  the  action  in  the  story.  But  it  does 
more  than  that.  It  not  only  determines  the  characters '  actions 
but  also  molds  them  into  new  persons.  Gradually  and  naturally 
the  author  reveals  to  us  the  expression  of  the  most  momentous 
truths  of  human  life.  The  reader  actually  perceives  that  what 
ever  the  heroes  of  the  story  are  at  any  period  of  their  existence 
— either  in  London  or  on  the  little  miserable  island — is  largely 
the  result  of  the  interaction  of  the  innate  tendencies  of  their 
nature  and  the  shaping  power  of  their  environment — the  new 
circumstances  of  life  on  the  island. 

The  manner,  however,  in  which  he  portrays  his  characters 
is  not  very  pleasing.  He  often  resorts  to  the  deliberate  expos- 
itory statement  of  their  traits.  The  reader  is  simply  informed 
at  once  about  the  characters  and  their  natures,  instead  of  bring- 
ing him  into  their  presence,  into  their  life.  This  defect  is 
brought  out  with  greater  force  and  becomes  annoying  to  the 
reader  due  to  the  fact  that  the  author  makes  his  own  presence 
felt  on  almost  every  page  of  the  book.  Instead  of  allowing  his 
readers  to  get  away  from  their  own  atmosphere  and  share  the 
adventures  of  the  heroes,  soul  and  body,  he  takes  them  into  his 
office,  gives  them  seats  opposite  himself,  and  tells  them  some- 
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thing  like  this:  "Well,  well,  listen  to  this  story.' '  A  reader 
listens  carefully,  forgets  that  he  is  in  an  office,  somewhere  with 
a  writer  opposite  him  and  roams  in  the  fields  of  adventure.  But, 
suddenly,  the  writer  gets  up  from  his  chair,  says  some  prosaic 
phrase,  like  *  *  Excuse  me  a  minute.  Want  a  cigar ! J ' — The  reader 
starts,  looks  around,  and,  behold!  he  is  no  more  in  storyland 
but  right  here  in  a  prosiac  little  office  with  a  typewriter  on  the 
desk.  The  author  again  sits  down,  continues  his  tale,  the  reader 
gets  absorbed  again, — but  then,  "Excuse  me,  please,  I  forgot  to 
close  the  window.  Just  a  second. "  The  reader  starts  up  again, 
looks  around,  and — ' '  Gee  Whiz !  why,  I  'm  right  here,  in  a  noisy 
prosaic  city  all  around, ' '  he  cries. 

That's  just  what  the  writer  of  these  lines  felt  while  reading 
Mr.  Thurston's  David  and  Jonathan.  It  sounded  for  the  most 
part  like  those  letters  sent  home  to  the  local  newspapers  by  the 
war  correspondents  "sticking  around"  in  Paris  at  the  time  of 
the  Peace  Conference, — incoherent,  unconnected,  incomplete. 

— Harry  E.  Pfeffer. 


To  Phyllis 

What  Phyllis!  are  you  lost? 
And  'mid  a  sea  of  doubts  storm-tossed? 
Yet  stand  against  that  steady  onward  flow, 
Against  assailing  winds  that  strongly  blow. 
For  look  where  those  great  forces  go, 
Though  all  along  their  course  the  waves  are  still, 
And  those  who  move  with  them  untroubled,  till 
At  last  there  is  a  wave-bound  bay, 
Where  wind  and  current  both  allay, 
But  passion  has  no  stay. 
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And  there  they  dance,  but  dance  upon  the  sea, 

A  dance  intoxicating  in  its  gaiety. 

Madly,  madly  do  they  whirl  around, 

The  sirens '  music  in  seducing  sound 

Fills  the  air. 

Their  silken  hair 

About  them  floats 

Their  fingers  as  thej^  strike  the  notes, 

Keep  time  while  their  voluptuous  bodies  sway — 

How  sweet,  how  dreamily  they  play ! 

But,  Phyllis,  stay ! 

The  dancers  when  they  tire, 

So  slowly  lulled  by  that  enchanting  lyre, 

Lie  down  and  sleep 

Then  sink  down,  down  into  that  awful  deep. 

So,  Phyllis,  as  we  stand 
Alone  upon  this  strand, 
Where  all  mankind  have  stood — 
The  evil  and  the  good — 
Let  us  pass  this  vision  by, 
And  turn  where  I  espy 
The  far-off  land. 
Let  us  walk  there  hand  in  hand 
Along  this  narrow  path  of  love, 
Which  so  little  is  above 
The  sea. 

— Vincent  Whelan. 
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Do  you  remember  the  fable  of  the  fox  who  had 
MY  SCHOOL,  lost  his  tail,  but  insisted  that  he  was  better 
satisfied  without  it  and  convinced  others  of  his 
belief!  He  swallowed  his  pride  and  made  the  best  of  what  he 
had.  He  advertised  his  good  points  and  carefully  forgot  his 
bad  points.    He  would  not  ' '  knock ' '  himself. 

There  is  a  moral  in  that  tale.  Any  student  or  any  alumnus 
who  speaks  disparagingly  of  his  school  is  doing  harm  to  himself. 
He  has  been  offered  the  best  the  school  can  offer.  He  has  re- 
ceived of  its  plenty  without  stint.  All  that  his  alma  mater  asks 
of  him  is  to  hold  a  kindly  regard  for  the  place  that  nourished 
him  in  his  need.  When  he,  instead,  sneers  at  his  school  and 
speaks  unkindly  of  his  greatest  benefactors,  he  is  "reaching  it 
a  stone, "  he  is  "biting  the  hand  that  fed  him."  What  is  more, 
he  lowers  himself  in  the  estimation  of  his  friends  and  fellows. 

"Knocking"  is  a  prevalent  and  chronic  malady  in  every 
school.  But  observe  carefully  and  you  will  see  that  he  who  in- 
dulges in  that  kind  of  sport  is  the  man  who  has  not  taken  ad- 
vantage of  what  the  school  has  offered  to  him.  A  "knocker"  is 
one  whose  sole  occupation  is  just — "knocking."  He  never  puts 
his  shoulder  to  the  wheel  to  help  a  good  thing  along. 

A  "knocker"  always  seeks  company  of  his  own  stamp. 
There  is  nothing  which  gives  him  greater  joy  than  sympathy. 
And  an  anvil  chorus  can  pound  the  heart  out  of  any  good  work. 
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Take  a  wholesome  outlook  on  your  school.  Compare  it  with 
others.  In  spite  of  yourself  you  will  admit  that  after  all  it  stands 
well  alongside  of  many  of  the  best.  It  has  its  good  points. 
Boost  those.  Remedy  the  rest  by  a  whole-hearted  co-operation 
with  the  faculty  and  the  other  students  to  make  your  school  the 
best.  If  you  boost  the  school,  your  sentiments  will  be  shared 
by  others.    A  good  opinion  is  as  contagious  as  a  smile. 

Apply  the  patriot's  lofty  sentiment  to  your  alma  mater 
and  raise  your  voice  with  the  rest  of  the  student  body  by  saying, 
' '  My  school,  may  she  always  lead.  But  whether  she  leads  or  not, 
MY  school." 


All  successful  men  are  not 
EDUCATION  AND  LEISURE,  self-made.  By  far  the  great- 
er number  are  those  who 
have  received  the  benefits  of  a  good  education.  It  is  true  that  ex- 
amples of  self-made  men  are  continually  being  brought  to  our 
attention.  But  they  are  the  exceptions,  and  their  success  is 
phenomenal.  Their  greatness  cannot  be  underestimated.  They 
are  great  because  they  have  faced  many  failures  and  disheart- 
ening defeats,  because  they  have  overcome  the  many  obstacles 
which  lack  of  education  and  experience  has  placed  in  their  path. 
There  seems  to  be  a  tendency  among  students  to  try  to  make 
themselves  self-made  men.  Great  men  had  to  squeeze  in  a  few 
hours  of  study  in  the  garret  after  a  grilling  day's  work.  Why 
not  do  the  same?  Work  your  way  through  college.  It  is  not 
really  necessary  for  the  great  majority  of  students  to  bear  extra 
burdens  so  as  to  keep  themselves  at  school;  not  even  necessary 
for  the  great  majority  of  those  students  who  do  try  to  work  their 
way  through  school.  They  are  not  imitating  the  famous  self- 
made  men  of  our  country.  They  are  creating  difficulties  for 
themselves  which  these  self-made  men  tell  them  to  avoid.  Every 
one  of  these  self-made  men  advises  youth  to  get  as  thorough 
an  education  as  possible  that  they  may  be  prepared  for  the  strug- 
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gle  of  life.  Above  all,  they  wish  others  to  avoid  the  difficulties 
which  they  met  and  which  can  be  avoided  by  persevering  study 
and  training. 

Many  students  work  after  hours  to  make  a  little  extra 
money,  that  they  may  not  miss  the  pleasures  w^hich  are  offered  to 
the  college  student  in  any  large  city.  But  they  are  defeating 
the  very  purpose  for  which  they  entered  a  college,  when  they 
take  up  such  work  as  seriously  hampers  their  education.  The 
mental  strain  attendant  upon  study  cannot  be  lightened  by  heavy 
labor  outside  of  school  hours.  The  mind  must  not  be  overcrowd- 
ed. Above  all  the  mind  must  ever  be  fresh.  But  work  outside 
of  school  hours,  particularly  work  that  keeps  one  at  a  desk, 
renders  the  student  mentally  tired  and  unfit  for  his  school  tasks. 
Culture  and  education  call  for  leisure  that  the  mind  may  assimi- 
late the  truths  which  have  been  poured  into  it.  And  no  better 
authority  attests  this  truth  than  the  self-made  man,  who  ever 
bewails  his  lack  of  culture  and  of  education.  Experience  is  a 
hard  teacher  and  a  severe  task  master,  but  it  never  fails  to  bring 
home  its  lesson. 


**jj£r 
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SPRING  SPELLING 

Tis  spring,  although 
Cold  winds  may  blough ; 
The  bare  brown  bough 
Is  budding  nough — 
When  winter's  through 
That's  what  boughs  dough. 
We  sneeze ;  and  cough 
Our  heads  half  ough, 
But  mild  or  rough; 
Spring-time's  the  stough ! 

—SNYDER. 
I  do  declare, 
This  is  quite  rare. 

—ED. 


THE  QUICKNESS  OF  THE  DEAD 

It  happened  in  the  drama,  the  ' '  Secreted  Sparkler, ' '  or  some  such 
name.  Mr.  H.  Downing,  Council  Bluffs,  U.  S.  A.,  the  chesty  Thespian 
functioning  in  the  title  role,  was  writhing  in  agony  in  the  last  scene, 
knowing  well  that  he  was  supposed  to  die.  A  hush  fell  over  the 
audience.  With  mouths  agape,  each  one  tried  without  avail  to  over- 
come the  feeling  of  sorrow  that  tugged  at  his  heart  strings.  At  last 
the  hero  expired.  They  laid  the  body  on  a  couch  with  deepest  rev- 
erence.   But  all  at  once — 

Well,  some  facetious  wretch  had  left  a  poniard  on  the  couch,  and 
our  hero  found  considerable  difficulty  in  reconciling  his  assumed  state 
with  actuality.  We  must  say  for  him  that  he  lived  up  to  his  heroic  part 
by  undergoing  racking  tortures ;  but  still  there  is  a  limit  to  excruciat- 
ing pain.  While  painful  quiet  reigned,  except  for  gentle  sobs,  the 
corpse  suddenly  turned  around,  sat  up  and  removed  the  lethal  knife ; 
then  composed  itself  to  rest  again  with  a  sigh.  All  very  nimbly  done 
for  a  dead  man.    The  softly  sobbing  sister  fainted,  but  the  play  went  on. 
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THE  BALLAD  OP  THE  BALD 

Oh  pity  the  blind  who  cannot  see, 
To  whom  the  world's  a  mystery; 

Oh  pity  the  lame  who  cannot  walk, 

And  pity  the  dumb  who  cannot  talk — 
Ah  painful  misery. 

But  stay  those  tears  and  listen  ye, 

While  I  tell  the  bald  man's   agony. 

Exposed  to  wind  and  rain  and  sun 

His  gleaming  pate  is  not  much  fun — 
Ah  wretched  man  is  he. 

So  tender  him  your  sympathy; 

To  bathe  his  face,  what  trials  has  he, 
He  needs  must  don  his  hat  to  find 

The  bounds  that  have  his  face  defined — 
Ah  strange  calamity. 

Big  flies  are  wont  to  gambol  there ; 

(That  place  where  should  have  been  his  hair.) 
Let  tears  be  unconfined  and  free, 
The  bald  man's  lot  is  misery — 
Ah  !  'tend  him  courtesy. 

E.  F. 


IN  HOC  SIGNO 

Among  the  Romans  in  the  brave  days  of  old,  the  young  men  who 
aspired  to  be  called  by  the  appellation  "vir"  (which  in  ordinary  par- 
lance signifies  a  person  who  can  vote,  provided  he  is  not  a  woman) 
longed  for  the  day  when  they  could  don  the  toga  virilis.  Not  so  today. 
Our  criterion  of  manhood  is  no  mere  display  of  clothes;  except  per- 
haps in  the  earlier  stages  of  the  young  man's  development.  His  first 
step  toward  manhood  following  the  discard  of  his  flowing  curls,  mar- 
bles and  wooden  gun,  is  his  ungainly  appearance  in  the  clumsy,  loose- 
fitting  trousers  like  his  "pa"  wears.  But  the  real  test  which  the  young 
adventurer  must  pass  requires  staunch,  vigorous  vitality,  no  little 
skill,  and  above  all,  an  utter  disregard  for  personal  feeling  or  self- 
consciousness  ;  that  is  to  say,  a  brazen  front  is  necessary. 

When  you  notice  a  dapper  young  buck  approaching  with  mouth 
twitching,  eyes  shifting,  and  who  apparently  wishes  to  avoid  a  meet- 
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ing,  scrutinize  him  closely.  Without  exception  you  will  find  that  on 
the  part  of  the  face  bounded  by  the  two  cheeks,  the  nostrils,  and 
upper  lip,  there  is  a  more  or  less  (mostly  less)  luxuriant  growth  of 
downy  fur.  Of  course  it  is  easily  possible  to  annihilate  these  harbing- 
ers of  virility  and  thus  save  the  subject  all  the  agony  their  cultivation 
entails.  But  to  some,  the  most  courageous,  who  aspire  to  enter  the 
ranks  of  their  elders  at  the  earliest  moment,  this  does  not  seem  at  all 
practical.  Thus  we  sometimes  meet  a  strong-willed  young  man,  who 
is  willing  to  endure  the  jibes  of  his  associates,  and  the  curious  glances 
of  all,  in  order  to  attain  an  exalted  end — to  take  his  position  among 
men.  With  all  deference  to  the  snappy  young  officers  of  our  army,  we 
mention  no  one.  But  look  them  over,  and  see  what  a  noble  example 
one  of  our  superiors  is  furnishing. 

—CORP. 


REFORMERS 


Prom  every  nook  and  dale, 
By  twos  and  threes  they  hail, 
They  come  right  in  without  request 
And  curtly  tell  us  what  is  best. 

They  hang  around  the  halls  of  state, 
Where  they  have  left  alluring  bait 
For  fickle  legislators  there, 
Whose  careless  votes  they  thus  ensnare. 

Old  Barley  Corn  has  met  his  doom, 
And  other  laws  begin  to  bloom ; 
The  cigaret  will  meet  its  fate, 
The  movies  have  not  long  to  wait. 

And  dancing?    Gracious  me  !  that's  awful, 
So  must  of  course  be  made  unlawful. 
And  so  are  card  games  vile  and  base, 
A  dreadful  menace  to  the  race. 

Oh,  common  sense,  so  fair,  yet  free, 
This  tortured  world  awaits  on  thee ! 
The  kind  of  sense  that 's  now  displayed, 
Would  cause  a  saint  to  be  dismayed. 

— "Bill"  K. 


358  THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 

THE  OVERALL  MOVEMENT 

Speaking  of  movements,  we  are  acquainted  with  several  species; 
namely  the  backward  and  forward,  the  up  and  down,  etc.  Also  we 
may  include  in  the  same  category  such  execrable  movements  as  those 
dances  (which  should  not  be  mentioned  among  educated  men),  as 
well  as  the  contortions  of  the  eyebrows,  and  the  rolling  and  rippling 
of  the  lacustrine  depths,  for  which  those  of  feminine  persuasion  are 
famous.    But,  eureka !    We  have  discovered  a  new  one. 

The  recent  agitation  against  the  high  price  of  teguments  resulted 
in  the  students  blossoming  forth  in  their  play  clothes,  that  is  those 
used  when  playing  with  gravel,  sand  and  the  like ;  such  as  coveralls, 
onionalls,  and  overeverythings.  The  bunch  looked  like  a  school  of 
gobs,  with  the  flapping  bifurcated  pants,  the  wrinkles  rippling  up  and 
down  like  loose  sails  in  the  wind.  And  'twas  then  we  discovered  the 
new  movement.  We  were  standing  in  the  hall,  chinning,  when  along 
comes  one  of  these  specimens  of  rare  altitude,  doffed  out  in  saffron 
overalls.  But  it  was  the  pant  legs  that  became  the  cynosure  of  all 
eyes.  If  you  don't  believe  us,  you  should  have  watched  J.  T.  (Joke) 
McGovern  ambulating  along  in  his  agrarian  raiment.  The  sight  of  a 
lifetime.  That  movement  certainly  has  all  the  latest  dance  crazes 
proceeding  to  the  windward  at  breakneck  speed. 

Still  it  had  a  firm  foundation.  Lofty  mountains  have  broad  bases, 
skyscrapers  are  deeply  and  solidly  set,  and  the  pyramids  can  never 
tip  because  of  their  low  center  of  gravity.  So  also,  regardless  of  how 
the  members  of  the  gentleman  may  have  swayed  and  bended,  he  was 
perfectly  safe  as  long  as  he  stood  on  his  feet. 

— NOTAMUS  BENE. 


PEERLESS  JAMES  AGAIN 

We  have  considered  before  at  some  length  a  young  man  of  Brob- 
dignagian  proportions,  and  have  elucidated  his  prowess  with  unstinted 
warmth  of  feeling  and  fellow  admiration ;  in  fact  nothing  short  of 
hero  worship  will  explain  our  attitude  for  parading  the  gentleman 
before  the  public.  But  again  we  felt  it  our  duty  to  extend  our  humble 
praise  toward  the  youthful  Atlas.  His  latest  and  crowning  achievement 
is  the  acquisition  of  one  of  those  gas  chariots  that  are  put  out  one  per 
minute  at  Detroit.  Yea,  it  has  four  wheels,  a  speedmeter  (very  neces- 
sary), a  light  or  two,  top,  a  fine  rattle,  and  burns  any  kind  of  petroleum 
you  may  have  around  the  house.  Real  handy  little  contraption.  Ask 
Jim. 


CREIGHTONIANTICS  357 


LOVE  QUARTO  OF  CHILDE  HAROLD 

We  are  sneaking  this  little  tale  in  at  the  earnest  behest  of  Jim 
Vaverka,  our  secretaryistic  Impressario  or  rather  impressionistic 
Segretario,  whose  tender  feelings  were  ruffled  by  some  personal  an- 
ecdotes in  the  last  issue  which  were  not  exactly  flattering  to  his  Royal 
Bigness.  Hash  Kelly,  who  steers  this  colyum,  had  pulled  a  few  skel- 
etons out  of  Jim  closet  and  subjected  them  to  the  gaze  of  the  hungry 
mob.  And  Jim  has  been  swearing  vengeance  and  crying  for  blood  ever 
since.  So  we  hope  to  assuage  his  Largeness  by  a  "tooth  for  a  tooth  and 
nail  for  a  nail"  story,  complimentary  to  the  aforesaid  Childe  Harold. 

Kell  rests  his  weary  frame  and  stuffs  his  hungry  maw  at  the 
notorious  Hotel  de  Bean.  Now  Jim  and  Kell  eat  from  the  same 
plate;  so  Jim  knows  whereof  he  speaks  when  he  whispers  this  into 
our  ear.  Every  noon  Kell  is  called  away  from  the  table  about  'steen 
times  to  answer  a  phone  call,  and  what  gets  Jim's  angora  is  the  fact 
that  Kell  always  takes  the  chow  along  with  him  in  fear  that  the 
voracious  James  will  consume  everything  before  he  gets  back.  Jim  is 
getting  tired  of  sucking  his  thumb  until  the  wires  get  hot  and  Kell 
has  to  come  back  to  let  them  cool  off.  Well,  Jim  tells  us  that  there  is 
— sh! — well,  we  rather  thought  this  ourselves,  because  Kell  has  been 
attending  to  the  Coiffure,  etc.,  with  meticulous  care  of  late.  Jim  tells 
us  that  the  one  that  interrupts  the  meals  oftenest  is  named  Ethyl,  but 
he  knows  neither  her  surname  nor  her  phone  number  nor  address  nor 
nothin'.  Probably  it's  Ethyl  Alcohol,  since  we  know  Kell  is  well 
acquainted  with  that  article,  being  Kustodian  of  the  Kemical  Kafe. 
Jim  says  that  he'll  wreck  the  Nebraska  Telephone  building  unless 
this  practice  stops  instanter. 


THE  FACULTY  BALL  GAME 

(A  Legend  Heroic) 

The  seers  were  mighty  in  their  array, 

And  caused  the  lesser  lights  dismay; 

For  every  year  in  the  ball  game  played — 

Uncanny  ability  they  displayed. 

The  younger  set  with  the  fire  of  youth 

Resented  the  scourge  of  the  painful  truth, 

And  vowed  they'd  win  at  a  frightful  cost 

Some  of  the  honors  they  had  lost. 

When  spring  had  come  and  fields  were  green, 
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Then  every  night  they  would  be  seen 

Trying  their  skill  with  the  bat  and  ball, 

Learning  the  slide,  the  steal,  and  all 

Of  those  essentially  agile  feats, 

That  caused  their  own  despised  defeats. 

The  seers  looked  on  with  haughty  sneers 

And  told  the  tales  of  other  years — 

Of  frightful  slaughters  that  had  been, 

And  how  that  they  alone  could  win. 

The  day  was  set,  the  stands  were  built, 

The  teams  appeared  for  the  yearly  tilt. 

The  young  bloods  basked  on  the  smooth  terrain, 

But  the  old  vets  scowled  and  did  disdain 

To  limber  their  strong  and  staunch  machine, 

And  sat  on  the  bench  all  calm,  serene. 

The  game  began  and  a  fight  there  was 

As  you  recall,  for  each  one  does. 

The  tide  see-sawed  as  both  sides  fought, 

For  youthful  vigor  was  not  for  naught, 

As  the  veterans  found  in  great  surprise, 

After  an  inning  had  opened  their  eyes. 

The  young  men  fought  with  a  desperate  air 

That  was  born  of  years  of  deep  despair; 

They  slammed  the  ball  despite  the  fame 

Of  the  English  on  the  curves  that  came 

Across  the  plate,  hard  put  and  warm, 

(The  opposing  pitcher  had  wonderful  form.) 

They  ran  the  paths  with  fleetest  feet, 

And  all  in  all  they  did  compete, 

So  fiercely  and  with  such  pugnacity, 

That  no  one  knew  what  the  end  would  be. 

As  the  game  progressed  the  old  vets  found 

They'd  have  to  fight  or  else  be  downed. 

The  end  drew  near,  the  score,  was  tied, 

'Twas  then  the  seers  were  terrified ; 

For  an  agile  youth  with  an  auburn  thatch 

Approached  the  plate  and  made  a  scratch, 

And  then  another  of  rangy  frame 

Upheld  the  honored  family  name 

By  clouting  the  ball  with  might  and  main. 

It  flew  through  space  like  the  meteor 
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Aeneas  saw  in  the  days  of  yore. 

The  fans  all  thought  the  game  was  done, 

That  the  youthful  crew  had  finally  won — 

What  mortal  man  could  field  that  fly, 

Now  out  of  sight  up  in  the  sky? 

But  the  older  set  had  a  peerless  shark, 

To  whom  such  things  were  but  a  lark ; 

For  used  to  just  such  incidents, 

He  found  the  sphere  with  his  instruments, 

And  found  its  height  and  speed  and  all — 

And  just  where  it  was  bound  to  fall ; 

Then  ran  post  haste  clear  to  the  fence, 

(The  crowd  looked  on  in  silence  tense) 

And    when  the  ball  fell  from  above, 

He  captured  it  in  his  fielding  glove. 

The  day  was  saved  amid  a  roar, 

But  the  game  was  tied,  and  the  vets  must  score. 

The  first  vet  up  was  a  fighty  man ; 

He  hit  the  ball  and  away  he  ran. 

Despite  his  wisdom  deep,  profound, 

He  ran  with  a  hop,  skip,  and  bound, 

And  crossed  first  base  as  the  ball  arrived 

But  his  time  on  the  bags  was  real  short-lived, 

For  the  baseman  held  the  ball  concealed, 

And  ere  the  ruse  had  been  revealed 

Had  touched  him  out  as  he  took  a  lead, 

Prepared  to  steal  at  a  signal  agreed. 

He  was  real  peeved  and  scourged  the  ump 

With  choicest  words,  each  one  a  trump. 
1 ' I'll  have  my  rights,"  he  fiercely  roared, 
''I'm  real  outspoken  and  won't  be  gored, 

This  is  all  graft,  a  poor  pretext ; 

I  '11  open  it  wide.    That 's  I !  Next !  Next ! ' ' 

The  ump,  a  kind  and  honest  man, 

A  member  of  the  older  clan ; 

With  sweetest  smile,  a  toss  of  his  head, 

Turned  toward  the  runner  and  these  words  said: 
"You  labor  under  a  delusion, 

I  reached  a  just  conclusion ; 

Now  spur  the  mules,  the  day  advances; 

To  win  the  game  you  have  more  chances. ' ' 
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A  batter  now  approached  the  plate 

With  a  mighty  club  and  a  look  of  hate. 

It's  said  of  him  that  all  phenomena 

Concerning  sapentiania, 

From  memory  at  his  pleasure  flow ; 

Yet  in  spite  of  this,  he  dealt  a  blow 

That  sent  the  ball  across  the  lot, 

With  speed  like  that  of  a  rifle  shot. 

He  rounds  the  bags  from  first  to  third 

And  now  comes  home  with  the  speed  of  a  bird ; 

The  ball  is  relayed,  the  coach  shouts,  ' '  Slide ! ' ' 

The  ball  arrives,  and  the  slide  is  wide. 

1 '  You  're  out, ' '  the  ump  at  once  decreed, 
But  all  'begrimed,  he  gains  his  feet 
And  thus  protests  with  much  ado : 
(His  words  are  based  on  reason  too) 

"If  I  cross  the  plate  before  I'm  tagged, 
I'm  safe,  and  the  game  has  thus  been  bagged; 
But  I  crossed  the  plate  before  the  throw, 
Therefore  what  you  said,  as  such,  don't  go." 
But  the  ump  replied,  "Your  minor's  wrong, 
Now  let  us  push  the  game  along." 
So  two  were  gone  and  none  were  on 
But  the  third  was  not  to  be  undone. 
The  youngsters  feared  him  most  of  all, 
And  passed  him  on  the  fourth  thrown  ball. 

"Oh,  a  runner  fleet!"  the  captain  sighed, 
And  turned  to  his  men,  where  he  espied 
A  stately  seer  with  a  giant  stride, 
Whose  speed  had  long  and  well  been  tried, 
By  running  the  beanery's  lengthy  halls 
In  search  of  strange  and  wierdest  calls. 
A  batter  approached  with  a  face  most  grim, 
(With  open  mouths  all  looked  at  him.) 
He  strode  to  the  plate,  he  brushed  it  clean, 
He  smote  it  fiercely,  and  fire  was  seen 
That  lighted  his  eyes,  and  boded  ill 
For  the  fighting  youth,  all  fighting  still. 
The  veteran  scowled  at  the  pitcher  young, 
And  then  his  deep  bass  voice"  thus  rung : 

"Oh,  qu'  est-ce  que  c'est  que  cela,  young  man, 
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I  '11  knock  your  serve  as  far  as  I  can ; 

I'll  end  this  thing.     Oh,  quatre  vingt!" 

The  ball  was  pitched,  there  was  a  bang — 

The  ball  sailed  far  into  the  blue, 

As  he  intended  it  to  do. 

The  youthful  fielders  sprinted  well, 

But  such  a  drive  tolled  out  their  knell; 

The  runners  both  went  clear  around, 

In  fact  the  ball  was  never  found. 

And  so  the  story's  told  today, 

How  in  the  fierce  and  furious  fray, 

The  elders  won  in  battle  royal, 

In  doubtful  game,  and  filled  with  toil. 

No  more  the  younger  men  aspire, 

That  game  of  old  has  quenched  their  fire ; 

They  must  admit  with  painful  grief, 

The  game  was  won  by  an  ancient  chief. 

—HOMER. 
(i.  e.  in  a  baseball  sense.) 
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A  brief  program  was  given  on 
Wednesday  afternoon,  May  5,  in 
the  University  Auditorium,  in 
honor  of  the  President  of  the  Uni- 
versity, whose  patronai  feast  was 
celebrated  May  6.  A  very  en- 
joyable entertainment  was  rend- 
ered, after  which  Father  McCor- 
mick  addressed  the  student  body. 
He  spoke  briefly  of  the  ideals  for 
which  Creighton  has  always  stood, 
insisted  that  the  greatness  of  the 
University  depended  chiefly  on  the 
faculty  and  the  students,  and 
urged  that  the  relation  between 
professors  and  students  be,  not 
merely  a  formal  one,  but  one  of 
real  friendship.  Thursday,  Presi- 
dent's Day,  was  celebrated  as  a 
holiday. 


The  University  Glee  Club  has  ac- 
cepted an  invitation  from  Creigh- 
ton Alumni  of  Greeley,  Nebraska, 
to  give  a  concert  at  that  place  on 
May  21.  About  thirty  men  will 
take  the  trip,  including  the  Saxa- 
phone  Sextet  which  has  won  such 
popular  favor  among  the  Univer- 
sity students.  Messrs.  Long,  Greif, 
and  Spinharney,  who  perform 
" six-hand  stunts"  on  the  piano, 
will  also  accompany  the  Glee  Club. 


The  University  will  conduct  its 
eighth  annual  Summer  Session 
this  year,  beginning  with  regis- 
tration on  Monday,  June  21,  and 
ending  Monday  August  2.  Classes 
will  commence  June  22.  Rev.  W. 
P.  Whelan,  S.  J.,  will  be  director 


We  take  this  opportunity 

to  express  our  heartiest  appreciation  for  the 
patronage  accorded  us  by  the  Students  of 
Creighton  University  during  the  past;  and 
we  hope  by  the  quality  of  our  work  to  merit 
a  continuance  of  this  good  favor. 

Rembrandt  Studio 

20th  and  Farnani  Sts. 
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Cut  Flowers  Designs 

LEE  L.  LARMON 

ffontenelle  florist 

1814  Douglas  Street  ::  Telephone  Douglas  8244 

Corsages  for  Dances  Floral  Decorating 


"Townsend's 
For  Sporting  Goods 

1514  Farnam  Street 


» 


Reliable 
Dental  Supplies 
for  Students 

as  specified  by  the  Creighton 
Dental  College,  may  be  ob- 
tained from 

Billings  Dental  Supply  Co. 

555  Brandeis  Building 
OMAHA,  NEB. 


New  England 

Bakery^Lunch 


C   W.ORTMAN 


FOR  YOUR  LUNCHES 


CONVENIENT  TO  THE 
MEDICAL  AND  PHARMACY 

212  North  16th  Street 

Phone  Douglas  5791 


Let  Us  Supply  You  with  Your  Meats 

retail     p^m  NAEGELE    whOLBSalB 

Quality  Meats 

As  Near  as  your  Telephone.  1817  Leavenworth  Street 

We  supply  the  University  with  all  their  Meats.  PHONE  DOUG.  5275 


TT"^      *  *j  Presenting  the 

KialtO  Highest  Class 

Motion  Pictures 


Open  11  to  11  Daily,  with  Change  of 
Program  Sunday,  Tuesday  and  Friday 
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of  studies.  Practically  the  same 
staff  of  professors  as  last  year  will 
conduct  the  courses. 


ARTS 

Father  Rigge,  Professor  of  As- 
tronomy and  Physics,  was  taken 
to  his  bed  early  in  May  with  what 
threatened  to  be  a  serious  attack 
of  influenza.  The  latest  reports 
from  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  have  it 
that  Father  Rigge  is  rapidly  im- 
proving, and  can  now  sit  up  a  lit- 
tle each  day.  This  news  is  a  source 
of  joy  for  all  at  Creighton.  It  is 
the  sincere  wish  of  the  faculty  and 
students  that  God  may  grant  Fath- 
er Rigge  a  speedy  return  to  health. 
Every  one  on  "the  Hill"  anxious- 
ly awaits  his  return,  especially  the 
members  of  his  classes. 


Tuesday  evening,  May  25,  has 
been  selected  as  the  day  on  which 
the  Arts'  Alumni  Association  will 
hold  its  reunion.  The  meeting 
will  take  place  in  the  College 
Reading  Room,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Father  Ignatius  Hamill, 
newly  appointed  Moderator  of  the 
Association.  A  personal  appeal 
has  been  sent  out  to  each  alumnus, 
asking  him  to  arouse  as  much  in- 
terest as  possible  in  the  Associa- 
tion, and  to  be  present  at  the  meet- 
ing without  fail.  The  purpose  of 
this  movement,  as  stated  in  the 
letter,  is  to  give  a  definite  organ- 
ization and  a  fixed  location  to 
an  association  which  has  hereto- 
fore existed  only  in  name.     The 


letter  further  asserts  that  the 
gathering  will  be  altogether  in- 
formal, that  smoking  will  not  be 
tabooed,  and  that  no  one  can  ab- 
sent himself  on  the  plea  of  not 
being  in  the  society  game. 


The  Creighton  R.  0.  T.  C.  unit 
is  certainly  measuring  up  to  the 
Creighton  standard  of  doing 
things.  In  the  public  May  Day 
parade  they  took  part  and  made 
an  impressive  showing  in  their 
regular  army  outfits.  Captain 
Hoffman  who  has  had  charge  of 
the  unit  since  the  beginning  of 
the  school  year  is  deserving  of 
much  praise  for  its  remarkable 
showing. 


Thomas  Lanigan,  '09,  and  John 
C.  Daugherty,  a  former  Arts  stu- 
dent, were  recent  visitors  on  the 
hill.  Mr.  Daugherty  who,  while  a 
student  at  Creighton,  was  noted 
for  his  football  ability  is  now  a 
banker  and  resides  at  Greeley. 
Mr.  Lanigan  who  will  be  remem- 
bered as  a  great  baseball  pitcher 
is  at  present  practising  law  at 
Greeley. 


The  annual  debate  of  the  Creigh- 
ton Oratorical  Society  will  take 
place  on  the  18th  of  May.  The 
subject  chosen  for  discussion  this 
year  is:  Resolved  that  the  eigh- 
teenth amendment  should  be 
amended  so  as  to  permit  the  man- 
ufacture and  sale  of  light  wines 
and  beer.     The  question  is  a  very 
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Hey!  FelloWS!  Ever  eat  at  the 

Douglas  Cafe? 


Ifs  the  best  place  in  town. 


1816  Douglas  Street  -  Near  Law  and  Dental. 


Class  Banquet  Menus 

ei     Engraved  Name  Cards 

Dance  Programs 

THE 

N. 

.  C. 

716   Sou 

LEARY 

th   15th  Street 
OMAHA 

CO. 

Refilled  Coffee 


STEEL  CUT  AND  SIFTED 
NO  DUST   "    NO  CHAFF 


W.  L.  Masterman 


&  Co. 


"The  Coffee  Men" 

18th  Street  and  St.  Mary's  Avenue 
OMAHA,  NEB. 


For  Service  and 
Good  Shoe  Repairing 

Try,.. 

II  LAZARUS 

2420%  Cuming  St. 

Formerly  at  2019  Cumingr  St. 

In  charge  of  all 
University  Work. 


G.    F.    EPENETER 
CORNICE  WORKS 

MANUFACTURER  OF 


Galvanized  Iron  Cornices,  Door  and  Window  Caps 

Galvanized  Iron  Sky  Lights,  Copper  and  Brass  Signs,  Tin.  Iron  and  Slate  Roofing, 

Sheet  Metal  Work  of  Every  Description. 

2709-11-13  Cuming  Street  OMAHA,  NEBRASKA 


O'Neil  Real  Estate  &  Insurance  Agency 

Real  Estate,  Rentals,  Loans  and  Insurance 

632-34-36  Brandeis  Theatre  Bldg.  OMAHA,  NEBRASKA 
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interesting  one,  especially  at  the 
present  time  and  it  is  expected 
that  it  will  draw  a  capacity  audi- 
ence at  the  Auditorium.  The  af- 
firmative side  of  the  question  will 
be  upheld  by  Messrs.  Svoboda, 
White  and  Klemm,  while  Messrs. 
Fitzgibbon,  0  'Flaherty  and  Oberle 
will  argue  for  the  negative. 

RAYMOND  OBERLE. 


DENTISTRY 

During  the  past  month  Dr.  Sat- 
tler  made  a  trip  to  Chicago  to  at- 
tend the  convention  of  the  Ameri- 
can Society  of  Orthodontists. 


Drs.  Sherraden  and  Breuning 
attended  the  Iowa  State  Dental 
meeting  at  Cedar  Rapids,  Iowa, 
May  4,  5  and  6. 


Dr.  Woodbury  visited  Indian- 
apolis for  the  purpose  of  grving  a 
Study  Club  on  gold  foil  work.  He 
also  visited  the  Indiana  School  of 
Dentistry  and  reports  that  they 
are  intending  to  erect  a  new 
Dental  College. 


The  Xi  Psi  Phi  Fraternity  gave 
their  annual  banquet  at  the  Hotel 
Loyal  on  May  5.  All  local  Alumni 
members  turned  out  to  assist  in 
making  the  evening  a  complete 
success,  and  the  affair  was  made 
further  enjoyable  by  the  presence 
of  Dr.  Hippie,  our  Dean,  and  Dr. 
Davis,  Dean  of  Nebraska  State 
Dental   College.     The   chapter  at 


Lincoln  also  sent  a  large  delega- 
tion to  represent  it  at  the  ban- 
quet. Dr.  Davis  gave  a  very  in- 
teresting talk  on  the  progress  be- 
ing made  at  Lincoln  and  of  their 
plans  to  erect  a  new  College  of 
Dentistry,  and  also  a  glowing 
tribute  to  the  men  "who  have 
gone  before."  Dr.  Hippie  con- 
cluded the  speeches  of  the  even- 
ing with  a  fine  talk  on  the  "Fut- 
ure of  Dentistry." 


The  Nebraska  State  Board  of 
Dental  Examiners  has  announced 
that  segregated  examinations  will 
be  held  in  Lincoln  from  June  10 
to  14.  The  Sophomore  Class  is 
more  or  less  worried  as  to  what 
the  outcome  of  the  trip  will  be, 
and  though  this  is  the  second  ' '  ex- 
posure" for  the  Juniors  they  too 
are  beginning  to  lose  their  natural 
air  of  nonchalance  as  the  time 
draws  near. 


The  Freshmen  seem  to  have  be- 
come reconciled  to  the  fact  that 
the  final  exams  are  almost  at  hand 
and  all  have  decided  that  the 
future  can't  be  any  more  terrible 
than  the  past.  H.  P.  Jones  claims 
that  he  has  a  seat  in  Sophomore 
Class  already  leased  and  plans  on 
moving  in  about  September  25. 
Thomas  O'Neil  took  a  month  of 
enforced  vacation  on  account  of 
an  attack  of  scarlet  fever,  but  is 
now  back  again  and  going  full 
speed  to  make  up  the  lost  time. 
Tim  Maloney  also  has  been  laid 
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up  with  scarlet  fever,  but  will  be 
with  us  soon  again. 


On  the  evening  of  April  15  the 
Billings  Dental  Supply  Co.  gave 
a  banquet  at  the  Athletic  Club  for 
the  members  of  the  Freshman 
Class.  The  purpose  was  to  get 
acquainted.  The  Freshmen  proved 
themselves  equal  to  the  occasion 
by  absorbing  not  only  the  advice 
of  the  speakers  of  the  evening  but 
everything  edible  in  sight  and  at 


the  close  of  the  evening  were  quite 
boisterous  in  appreciation  of  the 
kindness  of  their  hosts. 


Louie  Topel  of  Sophomore  Class 
has  decided  to  spend  the  summer 
roping  steers  at  Bozeman,  Mon- 
tana. JOHN  P.  BYRNES. 


LAW 

Preston  T.  McAvoy  is  building 
up  quite  an  enviable  reputation 
for  himself  in  Newcastle,  Wyom- 
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Ernie  Holmes 


Billiard  Parlors 


Securities  Bldg.    16th  &  Farnam 


Kodaks,  Photographic  Supplies 
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AT  MY 

HEADY  HAT  STORE 

CHARLES  E.  BLACK 

SUCCESSOR  TO 

PEASE-BLACK    CO. 

1417  FARNAM 


Freytag's  Drug  Store 

25th  and  California  Sts. 

The  nearest  to  the  Students — 
Comes  nearest  to  filling  their  wants. 

Prescription  Druggist 

Toilet  Goods 

Tobacco,  Fine  Candies 

School  Supplies 
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ing.  A  newspaper  lately  received 
from  that  thriving  oil  center  is 
literally  filled  with  praises  of  his 
efforts  in  behalf  of  that  commun- 
ity. As  secretary  of  the  commer- 
cial club  he  has  undertaken  to 
awaken  the  dormant  civic  pride  of 
the  local  body  politic,  and  his  ef- 
forts are  attended  with  consid- 
erable success.  We  are  indeed 
proud  that  it  has  been  Creighton  's 
opportunity  to  furnish  just  such 
a  man  as  Mr.  McAvoy  to  supply 
Newcastle's  growing  need  for 
civic  improvement. 


Mr.  Frank  Dineen  was  nom- 
inated as  one  of  the  democratic 
candidates  for  Police  Magistrate. 
We  all  hope  he  will  be  successful 
in  the  final  election. 


There  certainly  have  been  some 
very  exciting  sessions  of  Model 
Ilouse  of  late.  During  the  sitting 
in  which  the  income  tax  bill  was 
introduced  a  very  heated  discus- 
sion of  the  various  merits  of  the 
several  political  parties  was  in- 
dulged in  as  a  side  line,  and  the 
usual  reserve  and  proper  decorum 
of  the  august  body  were  somewhat 
rudely  disturbed.  At  the  last  ses- 
sion a  prohibition  bill  was  intro- 
duced and  some  of  the  members 
became  so  intoxicated  from  the 
very  discussion  of  the  liquor  ques- 
tion that  they  were  hardly  able  to 
rise  and  vote  the  bill  unfavorable 
for  passage. 


ternity  recently  held  its  initiation 
ceremonies  during  which  the  most 
solemn  mysteries  of  the  chapter 
were  divulged  to  the  following 
candidates:  Charles  Kearney, 
Walter  Johnson,  Charles  Thomas, 
James  English  and  Edward  Dillon. 


At  the  graduation  exercises, 
which  will  be  held  June  5,  approx- 
imately twenty  diplomas  will  be 
conferred  on  graduates  in  the  Law 
course.  

At  a  meeting  held  on  Friday 
evening,  April  31,  the  Seniors  of 
the  Law  Department  elected  of- 
ficers and  also  discussed  plans  for 
the  annual  class  banquet.  '  The 
officers  elected  were  as  follows: 
Edward  Haley,  president;  Victor 
Spittler,  vice  president,  and  Wil- 
liam Mullen,  secretary  and  treas- 
urer. 

The  date  of  the  banquet  has  not 
yet  been  decided  on  definitely. 
Chief  Justice  Morrissey  of  the 
Supreme  Court  will  be  an  honor 
guest  according  to  the  plan  of 
the  Seniors. 

CHARLES  P.  RAPP. 


The  Delta  Theta  Phi  Law  Fra- 


MEDICINE 

The  Creighton  Medical  Alumni 
Association  has  definitely  decided 
on  June  2,  3  and  4  as  the  dates  for 
the  annual  clinical  session,  and  on 
each  of  these  days  clinics  will  be 
held  in  all  branches  of  medicine 
and  surgery.  Alumni  from  Ne- 
braska and  neighboring  states  are 
making   arrangements   to   attend. 
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Dr.  D.  B.  Phemister  of  Chicago 
will  address  the  Alumni  on  the 
first  day  of  the  session;  Rev. 
Charles  Moulinier,  S.  J.,  Regent  of 
Marquette  Medical  College  of  Mil- 
waukee and  President  of  the  Cath- 
olic Hospital  Association,  will 
speak  on  the  second  day;  and  Dr. 
H.  S.  Plummer  of  the  Mayo  Clinic 
will  make  the  address  on  the  last 
day.  The  clinics  will  be  held  at 
St.  Joseph's  Hospital  each  morn- 
ing, and  the  addresses     will     be 


given  at  the  Fontenelle  Hotel  in 
the  evening. 


Dr.  St.  Claire  of  California,  one 
of  the  first  graduates  of  the  Col- 
lege of  Medicine,  spent  a  few  days 
in  Omaha  early  in  May.  Captain 
Murray,  now  stationed  at  Camp 
Dodge,  was  also  a  recent  visitor 
at  the  College. 


On   Wednesday   evening,   April 
28,   the   Phi  Beta    Pi    Fraternity 
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gave  a  banquet  at  the  University 
Club.  The  feature  of  the  evening 
was  a  paper  on  Typhoid  by  Dr. 
J.  D.  McCarthy.  This  addition 
of  a  scientific  program  to  the  or- 
dinary fraternal  function  is  an  in- 
novation as  far  as  local  fraternities 
are  concerned,  and  was  highly 
praised  by  Dean  Schulte. 


Dr.  Frank  Murphy,  who  has 
been  practising  at  Dawson,  Ne- 
braska, will  return  about  the  mid- 
dle of  May  to  locate  in  Omaha. 


Drs.  Tipton,  Tobin,  Houlton, 
McGowan,  Ranee  and  Giever  of 
Creighton,  and  Drs.  MacKhan 
and  Peppen  of  Cincinnati,  have 
been  awarded  internships  at  St. 
Joseph's  Hospital  for  the  coming 
year.  

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Vetter  are 
the  proud  parents  of  a  daughter, 
Eleanor  Barbara,  born  April  13. 
Mr.  Vetter  is  a  member  of  the 
Junior  Class.  Alexander  Dumas 
of  the  same  Class  receives  word 
from  Minneapolis  that  he  is  the 
father  of  a  son,  born  May  17. 
ELMER  BARR. 


PHARMACY 

The  Kappa  Psi  fraternity  gave 
a  smoker  Tuesday  evening,  April 
27,  at  their  Frat  house,  2124  Cass 
Street,  in  honor  of  Dr.  Bruce 
Philip  of  Portland,  Oregon.  Dr. 
Philip  is  the  Grand  Registrar  of 
the  Kappa  Psi  fraternity.  He  was 
on  his  way  to  Washington  to  at- 


tend the  Tenth  Annual  Pharma- 
copeial  Convention,  assembled  to 
revise  the  United  States  Pharma- 
copeia. Dean  Newton,  of  the 
Pharmacy  College  accompanied 
him  to  the  convention.  Before 
Dr.  Philip  left  he  was  further  en- 
tertained by  the  local  chapter  of 
the  fraternity  by  a  luncheon  at 
the  Hotel  Loyal. 


The  state  board  examinations 
will  be  held  at  Lincoln,  Nebraska, 
May  11,  12  and  13.  With  these 
examinations  the  Seniors  will 
complete  their  course  in  phar- 
macy.   

Members  of  the  faculty  have 
announced  their  decisions  on  the 
sample  cases  prepared  by  the 
Senior  Class.  E.  A.  Oakley  was 
awarded  the  first  prize,  a  ten  dol- 
lar gold  piece,  and  J.  W.  Ortman 
and  Pine  Wagner  received  hon- 
orable mention.  These  cases  are 
made  up  of  samples  of  one  hun- 
dred preparations  made:  during 
the  year.  

The  annual  Junior-Senior  ban- 
quet was  held  at  the  Hotel  Black- 
stone,  Wednesday,  April  28.  All 
the  members  of  the  faculty  were 
present.  The  guest  of  honor  was 
Dr.  Bruce  Philip  of  Portland,  Ore- 
gon. Thomas  Evans  acted  as 
toastmaster.  Short  speeches  were 
made  by  the  various  members  of 
the  faculty,  and  by  the  presidents 
of  the  Junior,  Senior  and  Post- 
graduate Classes.  Miss  Bretton 
rendered  several  musical  numbers. 
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It  will  soon  be — 

Home,  Sweet  Home 

You  must  have  something  to  show  you're  a  Creightonite. 


Creighton  Sweet   Memories   Book 


is  a  book  which  you  can  fill  yourself  with  what  most  pleases  you. 


Pins,  Rings,  Fobs  and  Creighton  Trinkets- 

lasting  trophies  of  the   dear   old  deys. 


Pennants,  Pillows,  Table  Covers — 

excellent   reminders  of  the   Creighton   fight  and   spirit. 


Stationery  with  the  Creighton  Seal — 

WHERE? 
At   the   only  place   for   loyal   Creightonites, 

THE  CREIGHTON  BOOK  STORE 

Basement  of  College  of  Arts  Building. 
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CITY  HIGH  MEET 

The  first  annual  City  High 
School  Track  Meet,  held  at  the  in- 
vitation of  Creighton,  was  run  of? 
on  Friday,  May  7,  at  Creighton 
Field.  The  final  score  gave  Cen- 
tral 72%  points,  Creighton  52%, 
and  South  High  12.  Although  eligi- 
bility rules  were  a  greed  on,  Central 
entered  two  ineligible  men,  who 
won  for  them  a  first,  two  seconds, 
and  a  tie  for  second.  Subtracting 
the  13%  points  made  by  these  two 
men,  and  advancing  the  next  men 
to  the  positions  held  by  them  in 
each  event,  gives  Creighton  the 
meet  with  a  two  point  margin 
The  score  then  stands,  Creighton 
61,  Central  59,  South  High  13.  In 
each  instance  a  Creighton  man 
takes  the  points  gained  by  the  two 
ineligibles,  and  a  South  High  man 
moves  up  behind.  Coach  More- 
arty  did  not  think  fit  to  protest  the 
meet,  but  on  the  field  before  the 
events  he  protested  against  the 
entrance  of  the  two  ineligible  men. 

Creighton  took  first  in  the  relay, 
the  half-mile,  the  mile,  the  shot- 
put  and  the  discus. 

The  summaries: 

100-yard  dash:  Dohn  (Central), 
first;  Green  (Central),  second;  Uvlck 
(South),  third;  Grunther  (Creighton), 
fourth.    Time  11:1. 


220-yard  dash:  Green  (Central), 
first;  Swenson  (Central),  second;  Gil- 
Ian  (Creighton),  third;  Edwards 
(Creighton),  fourth.    Time,  24:2. 

440-yard  dash:  Swoboda  (Central), 
first;  Swenson,  second;  McCowan 
(Creighton),  third;  Daley  (Creighton), 
fourth.    Time,  56:1. 

Half-mile  run :  Ramacciotti  (Creigh- 
ton), first;  Rettenmaier  (Creighton), 
second;  Medlin  (Central),  third;  Smith 
(Central),  fourth.     Time,  2:17. 

Mile  run:  Mack  (Creighton),  first; 
Medlin,  second;  Nelson  (Central), 
third;  Rettenmaier  (Creighton) .fourth. 
Time,  5:12  4-5. 

120-yard  hurdles:  Dohn,  fi,tst; 
Robertson  (Central),  second;  Grun- 
ther, third;  Ackerman  (South),  fourth. 
Time,  17:3. 

220-yard  hurdles:  Dohn,  first; 
Grunther,  second;  Vorhees  (Central), 
third.     Time,  27:4. 

Relay  (half-mile) :  Creighton,  Grun- 
ther, Edwards,  Gillan,  Moffit. 

Pole  Vault:  Robertson  and  Downs 
(Central),  tied  for  first;  Seymour 
(South),  third;  Pipal  (South),  fourth. 
10  feet. 

Discus  Throw:  Moffit  (Creighton), 
first;  Poppinu,  (South),  second;  Wo- 
gan  (Creighton),  third;  Robertson, 
fourth.     101:8%. 

Shotput:  Wogan,  first;  Robertson, 
second;  Moffit,  third;  Moser  (Central), 
fourth.    37:7. 

Broad  Jump:  Meston,  first;  Daley, 
second;  Matcha,  third;  Mack,  fourth. 
20:10y2. 

High  Jump;  Turner,  first;  Meston 
and  Mack,  tied  for  second;  Daley, 
fourth.    5:6. 

Officials:  Charles  Morearty,  Thomas 
Mills,  Andrew  Nelson,  John  Filler, 
John  Crowley,  Nathan  E.  Jacobs,  N.  J. 
Weston,  Carl  Weigel. 


